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AD 
| FRANCISCUM ANDREWS, L. L. P. 


Colxxon. 


Sacroſanctæ et individur Trinitatis Re- 
ging EL1ZABETHZ } Juxta _— Præ- 
poſitum. 


C1 hoc hiftoricum amici, 
nuper defuncti, auctius, et, uti 
ſpero, limatius quam initio prodie- 
rat, una cum metaphraſi noftra in 
veſtram, vir cultiſſime, clientelam 
trado, quod quidem munus, diutius 
_ viriſſet, ipſe multo felicius obi- 
ret; quippe qui fœeundiſſimo verſa- 
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OF THE 

Moſt Holy and Undivided Trinity of 

Queen ELizanzTH, near Dublin. 
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_ (Tranſlated by Jauzs Dunxin, A. 


"Deliver up into your Protection, 
moſt accompliſhed Sir, this Hiſto- 
rical Poem of our lately deceaſed Friend, 


more enlarged, and, as J hope, more 
correct, than it firſt appeared in Print, 
together 


with my Tranſlation, which 
Office, indeed, had he but lived longer, 
he himſelf would have much more hap- 
pily diſcharged, eſpecially, as he had 
united to the moſt fruitful and pliable 
Genius, and Poignancy of quick- 
Az ſighted 


valuit. 


1 


acumini multiplicis eruditionis infinitam 
prope copiam adjunxerat. 


I lucem ille ſuum edidit opus, ve- 
luti ſupremum, aft immaturum peritu- 
re muſe legatum, neque per tædi - 
um valctudinis, indies ingraveſcentis, re- 
ſpicere, nedum ad umbilicum perducere 


W . vero Maronis OP? 
tatem, et ardentem Homeri ſpiritum ſæ- 
pe tum verbis, tum ſententiis "M1 
Nequepaucisoffendetur maculis qusselu- 
ere ſum conatus, veſtræ candor æquani- 
mitatis, ubi plura nitent in Carmine. 


Orrnn fcriptorum judices plerumque 
funt leniſſimi ſimul, et fautores maximi, 
quoque altius ipſi ad honores evecti ſunt, 


eo . inferioribus, * rei- 
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ſighted Judgment, an almoſt infinite 
Fund of various Learning. 


Hs publiſhed this Performance, as it 
were, the laſt, but immature Bequeſt 
of an expiring Muſe, nor was he through 
the Languor of his Health, daily de- 
clining, capable of Reviſing, much 
leſs of giving it the finiſhing Touches. 


How vn, he hath often transfuſed 

both into his Expreſſions and Senti- 
ments the ſedate Majeſty of Virgil, 
and fiery Spirit of Homer, nor will the 
Candour of your Juſtice take Offence 
at a few Blemiſhes, which I have endea- 
voured to reform, when thoſe Blemiſhes 
are over-balanced by a Multitude of 


ſhining g Beauties. 


Taz moſt accurate Judges of Write. 


ings are generally the mildeſt Critics, 
and at the fame Time the greateſt En- 


couragers, 


TY 

9 
quam aut utilitatis, aut val uptatis attu- 
lerint. 


Sor, quem vates mundi nuncupant 
oculum, dum cuncta perſtringit lumine, 
calore nihilominus fovet; abditis ter- 
rarum viſceribus in regum decora gem- 
mas, aurumque in gentium commercia 
coquit, hibernoque tanquam ſomno fru- 
ges in humanæ vitæ ſuſtentamen elicit. 


To pari ratione Matris almæ pro- 
les haud degener Liberales artes et ſei- 
entias veterno tandem excitaſti; ju- 


5 
 eouragers, and by how much more ele- 


vated their Stations are, by ſo much 
more diffuſe is their Favour to their In- 
feriors, who, by their Labours, may have 
contributed aught either of Improve 
ment, or Entertainment to the Com. 
mon Wealth of Letters. 


Tax Sun, whom the Poets call the 
World's Eye, whilſt he pierces all 
Things with his Light, oath cheriſhes 
them with his Heat; he ripens Gems in 
the ſecret Bowels of the Earth for the 
Decorations of Kings, and Gold for the 
Commerce of Nations, and awakes, as 
it were, from its Wintry Sleep Corn for 
the Suſtenance of Human Life. 


Ix like Manner have you, the genuine 
Offspring of our Alma Mater, at 
length rouſed from their Lethargy the 
liberal Arts, and Sciences: You 
have conducted our Academical Youth, 
accuſtomed 


(x ] 
eruditionis ambages, ſummo non fine 
nixu, ſeroque ſudoris fructu, prius eva- 
gari conſuetam, breviori nec non et 
ameniori tramite ad ſtudiorum duxiſti 
metam; uti jam liceat ſacros fontes, nec 
limo turbatos, haurire; roſaſque grati- 
arum, nec ſpinis horrentes, carpere : Pi- 
entiſſimam regiam erga majeſtatem,fide- 
libus veſtris gnaviter interpoſitis officiis, a- 
cademiam integerrimi principis liberali- 
tate remunitam auxiſti; Minerve pugiles, 
Mappent jampridem munificentia ſuc- 
cenſos, in fame palæſtram honeſtiſſimis 
impuliſti ſtimulis, forumque bonarum li- 
terarum conſtituiſti pulcherrimum, quod- 
que brevi talibus ſub auſpiciis auguror 
fore celeberrimum atque frequentiſſi- 


mum. 


PzxGE, 


[=] 
accuſtomed formerly to wander through 
the rugged Mazes of Erudition, not 
without the moſt painful Struggles, 
and late Fruit of their tedious Toil, by 
a ſhorter and more pleaſant Path to the 
Goal of their Studies; ſo that now they 
may quaff the Sacred Fountains, undiſ- 
turbed with Mud, and pluck the Roſes 
of the Graces, unattended with thorny 
Difficulties. You have by the moſt vigo- 
rous Interpoſition of your faithful Of- 
fices enriched a College, remarkable 
for its dutiful Attachment to Royal Ma- 
jeſty, re-enforced by the Bounty of a 
Prince, moſt eminent for his Integrity : 
You have ſpirited up by the moſt ho- 
nourable Incentives the Champions of 
Minerva, long fince inflamed by the 
Munificence of a Mappen, into the 
Lifts of Fame, and eſtabliſhed a moſt 
amiable Mart of excellent Literature, 
and which, under ſuch Auſpices, I fore- 
ſee, will ſoon become the moſt celebrated 


PRoOo- 
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Praxen, vir ſpectatiſſime, fauſto, quo 


cœpiſti, pede; diuque Muſarum domi- 
cilio, cui preſides, communi ſis tutelæ 
3 et ornamento. 


IxrRREA, qua —— 2 


te qua benevolentia, quaque benigni- 
tate ſcriptorem, iifdem hoſce conatus, 


utcunque debiles, honeſte ſaltem in- 
tentos, excipe; meque omnino tibi, 
veſtræque ſocietati crede plurimis tum 
publicis, tum privatis nominibus addic- 
tum, penituſque devinctum. 


[ x] 


Proceed, moſt reſpected Sir, in the 
ſame happy Track, in which you have 
commenced, and may you long approve 
yourſelf the common Guardian, as well 
as Ornament of that Manſion of the 
Muſes, over which you preſide. 


In the mean Time receive theſe Ef. 
ſays, however feeble, at leaſt well in- 
tended, with the fame Humanity, the 
ſame Benevolence, and the ſame Kind- 
neſs, with which you are wont to ho- 
nour their Author, and believe me to 
remain on very many public, and pri- 
vate Accounts altogether devoted, and 
thoroughly bound to you, and you 
Society, 
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| OMANOS dum mufa modos alienaque 
R = _ 
tremens dubio paſſu ſub luce malignà, 
Heu! proucul altifoni numeros imitata maronis, 
Aeriz comitemque vie, lumenque laboris 

Te, Boylze, vocat; te non ignota reviſit, 
Quz, primis admota annis mentique tenellz, 
Pieridum nitidos puerum te duxit in hortos. 


Ergo adfis, dum veris honos, et blanda voluptas, 


| Ridet adhuc, mentiſque calor fert otia paſſim 


Grata quidem levibus, ſed amcenis fallere nugis: 
His favet ipſa, ſagax munito numine, Pallas, 


Atque monet juvenes altis proludere cœptis 


Senfim aſſurgentes. Teque, ecce! volubilis ætas 
Ad majora rapit : Sapientim evolvere ſcripta, 
Græcia quos peperit, quos artibus inclyta Roma, 
Nec minor his, Britonum, Phœbo cariſſima, tellus: 
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Tracing in vain beneath malignant Rays 


 Gay-Smiling, licenc'd to deceive the Time 


— Ig 


1 R E. N E: 
An Hiſtorical Poem. 


Roman Meaſures while the trembling Mule 
Through foreign Climes her doubtful Pace 


purſues, 


Majeftic Maro's ever-living Lays, 
She thee invokes with artleſs Voice, Oh Boyle ! 
To grace her Numbers, and attend her Toil; 
Thee ſhe reviſits, not an alien Gueſt, 

The faithful Guardian of thy tender Breaſt, 
In early Dawn who led thee to the Shades, 
And cultur'd Gardens of the tuneful Maids. 
Come then, while vernal Youthexertsher Pow'rs, 
And ſtrows the Pathof growing Life with Flow'rs 


With Trifles light, embelliſh'd yet with Rhime: 
Pallas herſelf, ſeverely Sage, invites 

Her ſoaring Sons by ſuch proluſive Flights 

To loſtier Efforts. Lo! the rolling Years 


Impell thee to revolve the letter'd Seers 


Of Greece and Rome, renown'd for Arts divine, 
Nor yet leſs dear to Phebus and the nine 
Britannid's. 
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Et leges munire facras, ac jurn eel, 
Concilioque gravi patriam fulcire labantem, 
ne 
81 aperitur opus, campuſque pa- 


Tu quoque florenti jam nunc grateris alumno, 
Alma parens: illum noſter labor imbre rigavit 
Caſtalio viridem, et Phœbea lampade fotum 
Finxit, et hunc tecum ſaltem partitur honorem. 


Jan _ —— campoſque 
| Conſiricis place, ſolique impervia regna, 


"Ol Gens effræna virum vaſtabat cladibus orbem 


Attonitum. Nr 


Occiduum ad Phœbum, qua littora Boſphorus 


urget 
Aſſiduo fremitu, diri cum ſtrage procella 
Intonat. Euxini fluctus et Caſpia regna, 
Caucaſiæ rupes, vaſtique tremunt juga Tauri: 
It ſupplex rutilas volvens Pactolus arenas. 
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Britania's Lore: Hence may thy Tongue, ſupply d 
The facred Senate ! hence with ſolid Weight 
Of temper'd Counſel prop a finking State, 
Aſſert her Laws, her Liberties with Grace, 
And add new Glories to thy noble Race. 

And Proſpect fair! congratulate thy Son, 
Parent of Arts. Yet verdant as he grew, 
My Labour bath'd him with Caſtalian Dew, 

Confirm'd him, cheriſh'd by thy Pæan's Rays, 
And claims at leaſt this Portion of thy Praiſe. 


DeszRrTING Scythian, wintry Rivers bound 
With Ice eternal, and a dreary Ground, 
to the Sun, a Savage Brood 
Ravag d the Globe, and rioted in Blood: 

Not Mountains, hoary with perpetual Froſt, 
And Walls oppos'd, not Arms of Ocean, toſt 
With raging Billows, or the banded Force 
Of adverſe Armies intercept their Courſe 
Reſiſtleſs, rapid. From Eòdan Shore, 
To ſetting Phæbus, where with ceaſeleſs Roar 
Indignant Beſpborus his Banks deforms, 

The Tempeſt thunders with repeated Storms: 
Mad Euxine ſurges feel the dreadful Shocks, 
The Caſpian Kingdoms, huge Caucafian Rocks 
And Taurus tremble : With ſubmiſſive flow 
223 
Mon zovzn 
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QuINETIAaM imperiis tot quondam Græcia 


| terras, 
Tot populos complexa ruit. Jam regia cingit 


Ingreditur, captique ferox dominatur in urbe 
Hoſtis : inhorrentes ferro flammante, catervæ 
Hinc atque hinc ruunt, et late funera ſpirant: 
Ut quondam hyberni, ſubverſis molibus, amnes 


Infremuere fretis, et agros petiere patentes, 


Volventes gregibuſque necem, Stabuliſqueruinam. 


In ſummis jam jam vexilla trementia muris 


Velorum in morem. Collecto robore clauſas 
Convellunt portas, et inundant ſtrata viarum 


Milite: tum rapidas jactant ad culmina flammas; 
8 . or! . vict — dia volvit 


Cum ſtrepitu; cælum et longe maria alta relucent. 
Bacchatur furor hinc, et plena licentia ferro. 
S.ternitur 


Funditur, et celſas quatiunt nova fulmina turres. 
Murorum ſolids tandem compage foluts, 
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Of Iron Hail, and ſhake her lofty 
Their 


Wide - wave, and breathe Deſtruction without 


Roar o'er the Plains, and with redundant Sway 
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MoneovenGreee which ſpread her vaſt Do- 


Oferſuch wide Realms, andheldin captive hain 
So many Nations, ruinous now falls : 
The Victor nr, the regal Wen 


Tow. 


At length her ſolid Bulwarks batter'd down, 

The Foe fierce lords it o er the vanquiſh'd Town: 
From various Quarters raſh the raging Bands, 
flaming Faulchions with impetuous Hands 


| Bounds: 


O'erwhelm whole Flocks, and ſweep the Folds 
away. 

Their tremibling Standards now expand like Saile 

Their gilded Creſcents to the ſportive Gales, 

High-Streaming o er the Ramparts: Now they 


The bolted Gates, ando'er the Pavements wide 
The Streets float murm'ring witha martial Tide. 
Swift Flames they dart to vaulted Roofs; the Fire 
Deſpotic rages, with Combuſtion dire 
Andcrackling Ruin fed ; with wild Amaze 
The Skies and Main reflect the baneful Blaze. 
B 2 Hence 


Irsx Mahummedes, fulgentibus arduus armis, 

N bello invitus, err tumul- | 
tum 

Dirigit, exacuens iras, et funera miſcet. 


mc luctus geliduſque pavor comitantur euntem, 
Et Lethum crudele: lavat veſtigia ſanguis. 


Diffiliunt, temeratque novus loca ſacra len 


Tum fragor armorum, tum planctus ingeminare 
Femin. — ferix athera Clamer. 


Ar Cæſar, * 
Cuncta videns amiſſa et ineluctabile nuten, 
Pugnat adhuc inter primos, et pectora bello 
Fida, „ 
tem. [moventem 
Hunc audentern „ adhuc vana arma 


Hoſtis 


Innoxious Infants, venerable Sires, 


 Heav'd from their 


4 


- 
Hence Fury maddens, and with wanton Sway 
The deathful Blade depopulates its Way: 
Without Remorſe the Multitude expires, 
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Chaſt Maidens drop promiſcuous to the Ground, 
AndLamentations through the Town reſound. 


Lo! Mahomet himſelf aloft array'd 
With ſhining Arms, in Battle undiſmay'd, 
Leads on a Band, provokes to furious Deed, 
Directs the Rout, and bids the Carnage bleed. 
Sharp Anguiſh, frozen Fear and cruel Doom 
Attend : With Glory Tide his Paces fume. 
Nor Pauſe enſues: rude Violence prevails, 
A waſteful Crowd the Royal Dome affails : 
Hinges fly the brazen Gates, 
And Tumult ſtrange profanes the ſacred Seats : 
The Craſh of Armour, mix'd with female Cries, 
AndhoſtdeThrentnings, read the frighted Skies. 


Bor cæſar brave, m pics, 
By fad Reverſe of bitter Fortune preſt, 
Obſerving all Reſources in his Woe 
Were loſt, and Heav'n decreed the fatal Blow, 


Yet fights among the foremoſt Heros, try'd 


In War, and faithful to the vanquiſh'd Side, 

Nobly reſolves ta ſacrifice his Breath, 

And ruſhthrough Wounds on honourable Death, 
B 3 Him 
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Claudit, et everſum ſternit: tum multa pedum 


Cum clamote — 1 
ranno. 
conſtitit hac cert in medio, — 


ey 1. genes madefacta de- 


S 
Qua roſeos tollit vultus Dea, rore madeſcunt 
Punioci floers, gemmataque prata renident. 


Mixx run tacip proceres, haſtasque cohortes 
Inclinant, — et ſingula luſtrant. 
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Him bold of Heart, and wielding Arms in vain» 
Fell Foes attack, and level on the Plain, 
Inclos'd by thouſands : Steel d againſt Remorſe, 
Succeſſive Crowds inſult his bleeding Corſe 
With ſpurning Heels, in Duſt inglorious roll 


His mangled Limbs, and mock the gaſping Soul. 
In vain the Palace would remit his Moans, 


The blended Tumult drowns his dying Groans: 


The vaulted Roofs and ſpacious Halls rebound 
The long-revolving, ear-afflifting Sound. 
Deform'd he lies, and with him tumble down 
His antient Scepter and imperial Crown. 


Mean white aMaidamid the Throng appears 


Of beauteous Figure, and in blooming Years, 


Whom trembling, wand'ring with Uproar they 
A grateful Booty to their luſtful King. [bring, 
With flowing Hair ſhe ſtood among the Crew, 
The cryſtal Drops her cherry Cheeks bedew. 
As when Aurora, firſt reveal'd to Sight, 
Unbars the Gates of Empyrean Light, 
Where er the Goddeſs through the liquid Space 
Diſplays the Beauties af her roſy Face, a 
The purple Flow'rs, be-dropt with dewy Beads, 
Unfold their Sweets, and ſmile the gemmy Meads. 


In Admiration ſtand the filent Peers, 
The warlike Bands incline their pointed Spears ; 
Thes 


Rex Afiz, figitque avidos in virgine voltus. 
Tum fari hortatur, quæ fit, quo ſanguine creta. 


* 
— teneris rorantia nimbis, 


Lumina, . 
99 ſubito perculſus amore, 
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ILA diu, ceu nulla foret medicina doloris 
Infandi, qualis puro de marmore virgo 
Ficta, filet, fixiſque oculis et pectore torpet 
Decolor. At tandem reſpirat pectus anhelum; 
Et liquido cantu ſuſpenſas ducere mentes, 
Dulcia ſed tenui flectens modulamina motu, 


Qual muſico gentil, prima che chiara 
Altamente la lingua al canto ſnodi- 
Alk harmonia gli animi@' altruĩ prepara 
Con dolci ricercate, in baſſi modi: 
Coſi coſtei, che ne la dogſia amara 
Gia tutte non oblia ! arti et le frodi; 
Fadi ſoſpir breve concento in prima 

Per doſpor Palalma, in cui le voci imprimg, 

Tale Gies: Canto 16: Stanza 4. 
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But low - remits the modulated Lay 
With foft Preamble, magical to roll 


t 
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They crowd a- gape, and trace each finiſh'd Line, 


Her matchleſs Graces and her Form divine: 


Her Locks ambtoſial, dew-diftilling Eyes, | 
And marble Boſom, that reſtrain'd her Sighs, 
The Monarch views, and ſmit with ſudden Flame, 
Intenſe, inſatiate gazes on the Dame : 

He then exhorts the melancholy Fair 

Her Name, her Birth, and Station to declare, 
Demands her Pleaſure, and with Accents kind, 


As if her Grief admitted of no Cure, | 
She, like ſome Virgin feign'd of marble pure, 
Long mute remains: Her Eyes, as fix d in Death, 
And Boſom fre eze-At length returns her Breath, 
And Boſom beats: her orient Eyes renew | 
Their wonted Beams, her Lips their coral- Hue; 
And as a Maſter of nen Lyne, | 


Cunning to ftrike the many Wire, 
Or lull with vocal Airs the raviſh'd Senſe, 
And lead attentive Audience in Suſpenſe, 


Begins his Raptures not in higheſt Key, 


With felon Pace, and glide into the Soul : 


Such 


26 FPiene: Carmen Hiſtoricum. os 
difcrimine 
hæc artis memor in 
r Ne 
tarda trahit ſuſpiria ſingultanti, 
. 
Circumfuſa armis, roſeo dein incipit ore, 


O Nxx! eee 
Concutis invictus, patriaſque ad meenia 
Erigis, invalidz faltem miſerere puellæ, 
Jam paſſæ mala dura, et adhuc graviora timentis : 
Nan humilis tamen, . 

ua 
* r uorum 
Viderat, heu! miſer, et miſera jam ſorte 
Me natam, caræ genetricis nomine dictam 


Irenen, in < Pater optimus alti 
... 
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A ſpotleſs Maid, who lamentably bore 
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$uch ſhe mature, and mindful of her Art, 
In utmoſt Peril plays the female Part, 
Inclines the languid Head, and after Pauſe 
Along ſlow Train of deep-fetch'd Sighs ſhe draws: 
Her Tears, the ſtreaming Harbingers of Woes, 
An eafy Paſſage to his Heart diſcloſe, 

And, thick-encircled with the Gleam of Arms, 


With Siren Tongue ſhe thus endears her Charms. 


O King ! whoſe Hand appals the peopled 
Ball 

With martial Storm, and on Byzantium's Wall 

Erects thy native Moons, let Pity plead 

At leaſt in Favour of a feeble Maid, 


A Load of ills, yet greater dreads in Store: 
Not low-deſcended from Plebeian Race, 
A weeping Suppliant I thy Knees embrace, 


But ſprung from regal Anceſtors, who ſway d 


' This goodly Land, whom happier Greece obey d. 


Imperial Czſar, who had ſeen the Doom 

Of many Sons, extinguiſh'd in their Bloom, 

O fad Reverſe of honourable State | 

Ah! Whetched he, and lopp'd by wretched 
Fate, 

Me nam'd Irene from my Mother fair, 

His darling Daughter with peculiar Care 

Rear d to ſuſtain the wide-commanding Reins 


And Scepter,—now converted into Chains. 
O Country! 
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O patria! O genitor! domus O per ſecula terra 


Regnatrix ! vos templa Dei, demiſſaque cælo 
Relligio ! ergo omnes radice evertit ab ima 


Gens effuſa polo, atque æterni numinis ira: 
Me tamen haud lethi facies vibrataque terrent 
Spicula; deſcendam læto jam funere ad imos, 
Caſta tamen, Manes, et digna parentibus umbra. 


Quin reſera hoc gremium, vitamque abrumpe 
morantem. 


Sed te per teneros, ſenſit fi pectus, amores, 
3 r 

Sacrati, 6 
Neu mihi virgineos vis barbara polluat artus. 


Hac att, et gemitus preſſit luctantia verba. 
Stant Proceres, innixi haſtis, inſuetaque flectit 
Corda dolor; 5 acryme manant invita per ora. 
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By the dear Pledges of thy plighted Hands, 
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O Country! Father! Mighty Houſe, whoſe 
Hand 


| Through Ages rul'd thisfair prolific Land 


Ye Mos of the Sole Omnipotent, 
And bright Religion from his Manfion ſent ! 
A Scythian Race and Heav'n's avenging Ire 


With total Ruin in your Fall conſpire : 
Yet me no Terrors menacing, no Sight 


Of inſtant Death and pointed Darts affright; 


Joyful ſhall I the dreary Realms pervade, - 
A Virgin Victim and a princely Shade. 


Transfix this Baſom to conclude the Sui, 


And quick curtail the Thread of lagging Life. 
But by thy Loves, if ever, prone to melt, 
Thy tender Breaſt their ſoft Emotions felt, 


Thy Children, Conſort, chaſt connubial Bands, 
By thoſe renown'd Progenitors of thine, 


Guard, I conjute thee, from approaching Shame, 


Norlet Pollution violate this Frame. 


SHE fake, and heaving from her panting 
Breaſt 
Deep Sighsand Groans her ſtifled Words repreſs d. 
Around her Stand the military Peers, 
With dumb Attention reſting on their Spears : 
Their 
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Accendit, majorque afflictz gratia form. 


Tunc olli brevitur: quis te, pulcherrima virgo, 


Læderet, aut caſtum violaret crimine corpus 
Crudelis ? non hz nobis victoribus iræ: 
Solve metus, neu finge animo nos impia ferre 


Divini vatis, czlique ſuprema voluntas, 
Exulet ut vetus impietas, ut fulgeat alte 
Vera fides, magnis ut eat ſub legibus orbis. 
Ipſe tibi, incenſus tantæ virtutis amore, 


Eger amore ſtudet curas, ſolvitque timorem. 


Delicias, et femineæ cuſtodia prædæ 
Credita, deducit mœſtam in penetralia celſa 
Lztantes inter turbas crepitantiaque arma. 


Imeents 


Munera magna feram, majoraque regna paternis 
Subjiciam ; preme ſingultus. His demere dictis 


Hanc Selymus, Regis teneras cui cura legendi 
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No more the King his former Aſpect wears, 


Moſt beauteous Maid, or ſtain that veſtal Breaſt 
With touch impure 
Heroic War, we harbour not ſuch Rage: 


Shall make that Virtue my peculiar Care, 
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Their Hearts relent with unaccuſtom'd Woe, 
And down their Cheeks the Tears unwilling flow. 


His harden'd Horrors and imperious Airs, 
Charm d by the Graces of her ſweet Addreſs, 
And Beauty yet more charming in Diſtreſs. 
Thus briefly he: What Monſter could infeſt, 


? Victorious as we wage 


Expell thy Fears, nor fancy, that we joy 

In fell Mifrule, or triumph to deſtroy. 

Not Tinſel-Glory, nor the Luft of Prey 
Inflame our Courage, and with Arms array ; 
But our great Prophet's abſolute Commands, 
AndHeav'ns high Will, to baniſh fromtheſeLands 
Their impiousRites,that upright Faith may ſhine 
Aloft, the World obey her Laws divine. | 
wich thy Virtue rare, 


Evn I, 


Amply reward, and yield my lovely Maid 
A greater Kingdom, than her Father ſway d: 
Reſtrain thy Sobs. He love-fick ſooths her Ears, 
And with ſuch Accents diffipates her Fears. 


Her Selymus, appointed to purvey 
The Monarch's Joys, and guard the female Prey, 
Leads to the Palace. ſorrowful through Swarms 


Of glad Spectators and the Din of Arms. 


The 
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Ir rRII rex inde gravi de pondere, rerum 
_ pendenfque animo molimina, 


Cum 1 qua vi poſſet frænate ſuperbas, 
Indornitaſque ferire procul formidine gentes, 
Quas bello vaſtare, quibus dare jura ſubactis, 
Conſulit, et regni ſurgentis lubrica firmat. 


Ix T ER EA ſummo, juſſu victoris, honore 
Auratis excelſa toris, et murice ſpreto, 
Mcefta jacet : ſculptas onerant convivia menſas 
Nequicquam, vinum gemmato ardeſcit in auro. | j 
Centum florentes forma et juvenilibus annis, 
Barbara quas acies, regum de ſtirpe creatas, 
Sedibus abripuit crudeli forte paternis, 

Circumſtant agiles nymphæ, blandiſque morantur 

Officiis : fundit dulci pars carmina voce; 

Pars tremulos docto percurrit pollice pervos, 
Scilicet infiras ut poſſint fallere curas, 
Exuat et ſenſim lentos mens ægra dolores. 
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Tur King with hoary Sires in deep Debate 
Revolving weighs the big Affairs of State, 
Conſults what Nations inſolent a-far 
With Terror he might ſtrike, or waſte with War, 
Whom to fabue, and whom ſubdu d with 
Awe 


Hold in Subjection, and reſtrain with Law ; 


And thus he labours firmly to ſuſtain 


The doubtful Fabric of his rifing Reign. 


Max while the Victor's Orders are obey'd, 
And higheſt Honours offer d to the Maid: 
In ſtately Chambers, bright with Jyrian Dies, 
Much in her Mind ſhe ruminating lies, 
Diſconſolately fad, with hi gh Diſdain: 
Delicious Banquets onerate in vain 
The ſplendid Boards, adorn d with figur d Frames, 
In ſtudded Gold the purple Nectar flames: 


An hundred Nymphs in Beauty's youthful 


Bloom 
Of Royal Race, whom (Vaſfalage their Doom) 
The Foes, exulting in rapacious Feats, 
Remorſeleſs raviſh'd from their native Seats, 


With Eyes obſervant, and with pliant Hands, 


Officious wait, and court her gay Commands. 
Some roll ſoft Meaſures from melodious Throats, 
With tuneful Touch ſome wake the Lyric Notes, 
With ſweet Deceit her Troubles to compole, 
And cure her canker'd Mind of gnawing Woes. 


C The 
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Ipſe ferox victor, durum cui pectus amore 
Æſtuat, affiduis precibus faſtidia tendit 
Vincere, nunc ſupplex votis, nunc leniter 1 
Blanditiis, nec non promiſſa ingentia miſcet, 
Regalem exponens oculis longo ordine pompam. 


Quid potuit virgo infelix? qua rumpere 
tantas 

Infidias ? qua vi fevis obfifiere fatis 
Hinc regalis honos, menti quoque grata poteſtas 
Fœmineæ, geſtuque decens, et compore forti 
Floreſcens, claruſque faventi marte tyrannus 
Solicitant : ſubita abſterrent proſtrata ruinã 
Inde paterna domus, miſeræ ſola ipſa ſuperſtes | 
Relliquiz, ac tepidi cognato ſanguine rivi. 


Ar natura trahens intus, ſpes læta, juventus 
Flexilis, ipſa dies, quæ lenit acerba, labantem 
Evicere animum, fallaciſque ardor amoris, 
Dulcis inexpertz. Qualis flos, imbre gravatus, 
Labitur, et mœſtis moriens langueſcit in hortis : 
At zephyro ſpirante, levis ſe tollit ad auras, 
Purpureos pandens lzto ſub ſole colores : 


Haud 
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The Victor fierce, whoſe flinty Boſom boils 
With glowing Love, renews his anxious Toils, 
And ftrives to conquer her auguſt Diſdain, 


With Vows now ſuppliant, now with ſoothing 
Strain, 


Then adds huge Promiſes, at length diſplays 
His princely Pomp, and bids her Wonder gaze. 


UNRAPPY Maid! How could ſhe ſhun ſuch 
Baits ? 
With what Reſolves refiſt the cruel Fates ? 
Hence Regal State, Dominion unconfin'd, 
For ever grateful to a Female Mind, 
A youthful Prince of manly Port, renown'd 
For dauntleſs Valour, and with Conqueſt 
coonnts. 
Allure her : Thence her Houſe in Ruin low, 
Herſelf the ſole Survivor of it's Woe, 
Averſive Horrors, and Ambition chill. [inſtill 


Bur urging Inſtinct, Hope, in Proſpect gay, 
Soft yielding Youth, Calamity's Allay 
Long-during Time, and Love's fallacious Flame, 
Sweet to the Majden unexperienc'd Dame, 
Subdu'd her Mind. As loaded finks a Flow'r, 
And dying languiſhes beneath a Show'r, 
But, lightly rifing with reſpiring Gales, 
It's 2 Beauties to the Sun reveals: 
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| Mcenia non tremere, horribili concuſſa fragore : 
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Haud ſecus Irene, luctu lacrymiſque fugatis, 
Enituit : medios inter regina triumphos 
Incedit, niveam cingens diademate frontem, 
Exultans umbris, tituliique inflata ſuperbis. 
An miſera ! immitem teneris amplexibus hoſtem 
Immemor everſz patriæ cæſique parentis, 
Ergo foves facilis, ſortiſque iSnara futuræ. 


Jam belli vox rauca ſilet: non ærea cantu 
Accendit tuba terribiles ad prælia turmas; 


Non undare cruor, non armis en; 


Aſper et exutà molleſcit caſſide miles 
Regis ad exemplum, luxuque effrznis inerti 
Laſcivit. Viridem pars lente fuſa per herbam, 

Umbriferas inter frondes et murmur aquarum 


Concentuſque avium, longis exhauſta periclis, 


Membra fovet, vetiti libans carcheſia bacchi, 
Inſtauratque dapes : Cæco pars volnere fixa 
Haurit amans teneras curas et blanda venena, 
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Such ſhone Frene, ſuch in Charms excell'd, 
Her Tears, her Anguiſh, and her Grief expell'd: 
Triumphant now ſhe moves a mighty Queen 
With grander Gait and more majeſtic Mien, 
Her ſnowy Front with Diadem ſurrounds, 
Exults in Shadows, and is puff d with Sounds. 
Ah wretched Conſort ! Can thy Boſom glow 
In foft Embraces with a ruthleſs Foe, 

Forgetful of thy Country's ruin'd State, 


Thy Father flain, and blind to future Fate ? 


Now War was huſh'd; no more the brazen 
Of Battle, ſtings the Military Throng ; [Song 
No longer Gore in livid Torrent Streams, 

Nor wide theField with poliſh'd Armour beams; 
Nor ſolid Walls of cloſe connected Rocks 


 Yawnhideous, trembling with convulfiveShocks: 
The Soldier harden'd, and in Perils try'd, | 
Nou ſoſten d lays his rigid Shield afide, [maze 


Apes the fond Monarch, and through Pleaſure's 
Unbridled roves, and revels at his Eaſe. 

On verdant Meadows indolently laid, 

In Arbours, cool with interwoven Shade, 

By purling Stream ſome, circled by the Song 


Of Birds concenting, ſtretch their Limbs along, 


Fatigu d with tedious Toil; forbidden Wine 
They quaff luxuriant, and on Dainties dine: 
Some, lull'd in Love, foment the pleaſing Pain, 
Fan the flow Flame, and drink delicious Bane, 
. En- 
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Captarum illecebris, et grati compede vincta. 
Qualis ubi rapido belli de fulmine Mavors 
Pulverulentus adhuc, et fervens cæde recenti, 
Victus amore, Cyprum quzrens Paphioſque re- 
Czleſtes petit amplexus ac dulcia furta. [ceffus, 
Tum belli filuere minz ; fremit ira pavorque 
Nequicquam ; infrendet telo mors atra repreſſo, 
Candidaque effulget lætis pax reddita terris. 


SED non longa quies : accendit priſtinus ardor 
Corda virum, ac turpi pudet — veterno: 
Extimulat pietas atrox; ciet alta p 
Gloria geſtorum, ſimul et ſatiata libido, 

Quo magis eniteat pulchro certamine virtus; 
Ergo indignantes luxu fregiſſe vigorem, 

Quam multi horriſono ferveſcunt littore fluctus, 
Arma fremunt omnes, etmollia vincula rumpunt, 


' Px@TEREavolgusnonczcomurmureregem, 
Tratis verumclamoribus atque querelis 
Incufat, quem turpe levis muliercula victum 
Indigno tenet amplexu, dum colligit hoſtis 


Dit. 
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Entic d by Beauty, darting Rays around, 
In grateful Fetters to their Captives bound. 
As when deſiſting from the rapid Guſt 
Of dreadful Battle, Mars beſmear d with Duſt, 
And reeking yet with recent Gore, retreats 
To blooming Cyprus and the Paphian Seats, 
He yields to Love, with Cyrberea toys, 
Diffolv'd in Raptures and felonious Joys. 

Then filent fink the Threats of War ; in vain 
Revenge and Terror mutter through the Plain, 
Death gnaſhes over her unactive Sword, 

And Peace ſhines gladſome to the World reſtor d. 


Bur ſhort the Pauſe; their antient Ardour 
And Honour loathes to batten in Repoſe; [glows, 
Barbarian Piety, the ſoaring Fame 
Of former Actions, and the galling Shame 

Of ſated Luſt, re- animate their Hearts 

In fairer Fields to act heroic Parts, 

Incens'd, indignant to have toy'd away ; 
Their manly Vigour in laſcivious Play. 
Thick as vext Billows riot o'er the Sands, 

All ſhout for Arms, and break their filken Bands. 


' Bes1Dts the Vulgar, not with ſecret Sting, 

But open Clamours criminate their King, 

Whom, Shame, O Shame! a worthleſs Woman 
charms, | 

And holds impriſon d in her idle Arms, 


While 
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Diſperſas acies, et bellum ſponte minatur. 
Hæc agitant, gliſcitque truci violentia turbæ. 


SENSERAT inſolito miſceri cuncta tumultu 
Muſtapha, quem claro virtus inſignis honore 
Evexit, Regique dedit pollere ſecundum 
Imperio ; metuens igitur ne ſerperet ultra 
Tanta mali labes, rapiantque incendia vires, 
Præcipitare moras ſtatuit, regemque requirit: 
Inventum ſupplex trepido veneratur honore, 
Atque ita ſublimem compellat voce tyrannum. 


Opxcvs heroum! ſummi ſate ſanguine vatis, 
Quem tellus devicta tremit, qua flavus hydaſpes 
Gurgite fumanti tepidos ſecat aureus agros, 
Threiceas longe ad brumas Hebrumque nivalem, 
Sit fas vera loqui, ſinceraque promere dicta, 

Quz monet offici ſtudiique audacior ardor, 
Aſperiora licet; veſtræ res aſpera poſcunt. 


Quicay ip fol oriens luſtrat, 
nunquam 
Romani fulſere aquilæ, devicimus armis: 


terras, ubi 


Nunc 
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While fierce the Foe with recollected Might 
Denounces Vengeance, and provokes the Fight. 
Licentious thus each mutinies aloud, | 
And boiling Diſcord rages through the Croud. 


EGREGIOUS Mfaſfapba, whoſe Merit ſhone, 
High-rais'd, and but inferior to the Throne, 
Perceiv d the Tumult, which, unheard before, 
Rag d through the Camp with univerſal Roar, 
And fearing leſt a Peſtilence ſo dire 
Should creep yet wider, and the Flames acquire 
More fatal Force, impatient of Delay, 

Strait to the King precipitates his Way: 
The King he finds, with reverential Fears 
Low bends, and thus accoſts his haughty Ears. 


O Pk1DE of Heroes, in ſucceſſive Line 
Our mighty Prophets Progeny divine 
Dread of that Nation, where with ſmoking Tides 
Hydaſpes rich the Subject Fields divides ; 
Whoſe Empire ſtretches to the diſtant Shore 
Of wintry Thrace and frozen Hebrus hoar, 
Truth let me tell, in Truth ſincerely bold, 
The faithful Dictates of my Soul unfold, 
However harſh, which Duty would inſpire, 
And your Affairs harſh Medicines require. 
Whatever Lands the riſing Sun ſurveys, 
Where Roman Eagles never ſoar'd to blaze, 

Our 
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Nunc quoque tot ducibus, tot quondam læta 
triumphis, 
Græcia vaſta cadit, regnique vetuſta ſuperbi 
Fumat ad huc ſedes, ſpumatque cruore recenti. 
Unde quies igitur ? Mentis pacatior unde 
Et ſopor imbellis ? Cur Martis fulmina ceſſant? 
Deterior bello nos luxus fregit. Ad arma, 
En! iterum excuſſo denſæ torpore catervs 
Conveniunt, haſtaſque minaci murmure vibrant, 
Concuſſiſque fremunt clypeis, qe re- 
poſcunt. 
Cur medio, exclamant, as 
Cur torpent dextræ, et ceſſat Bellona tonare? 
Et nunc, attoniti repetitis cladibus, hoſtes 
Exhauſtas reparant vires. En! agmina cogunt, 
Aurataſque cruces levibus fulgere ventis. 
Quid rex interea, dira quem ſtrage cruentum 
Horruerant toties, Greco qui ſanguine tinxit 


Flumina, et evertit fumantes fulmine muros ? 


Im- 


Irene: An Hiſtorical Poem. 43 
Our Arms have humbled: Greece renown'd afar 
For Leaders once, the Prodigies of War, 
And tow'ring Triumphs, withers at thy Frown, 
And wrapt in Ruin finks her antient 'Town ; 
The Seat, where Empire on its Baſis ſtood, 
In Aſhes fumes; and foams with tepid Blood. 
Whence then this Quiet? Whence this tame 
Content? 
Why ſleep the Thunders of our Armament ? 
Luxurious Eaſe, more fell than War, at length 
Hath daſh'd our Spirits, and unbrac'd our 
Strength. 
Dot, lo! thick, ſtarting Fomeheir fupid Trance, 
Again in Arms the mettled Bands advance, 
Brandiſh 2 Spears, with Murmur threatful 
Their hollow Shields, and redemand their King. 
« Why thus, they cry, ſhould Victory, fo near, 
“ Retreating, languiſh in her mid Career? 
« Why freeze our Hands? And why Bellond's 
e Breath 
<< Ceaſes to ſound the dreadful Charge of Death? 
«© Now the late broken, profligated Foes 
Repair the Ruins of their Overthrows : 
% They levy Legions, and expand on high 
Their gilded Croſſes, beaming to the Sky: 
« And vvhat atchieves that Royal Chief, who fell d 
„Whole Troops? Whoſe Arms with Horror 
they beheld? 


Who 
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Imbelles fovet amplexus, inhoneſtaque carpens 
Gaudia, captivum fe fœdo tradit amori, 
Et ſpes in viridi jam jam ſuccidit anfta. 
Scilicet hæc mandant divini oracula vatis ? 
Sic proavi meruere? fidem fic per mala dura 
Bellorum extendis vindex, et marte tueris ? 
Surge, age, molle jugum collo excute clarus, 
ut olim, 
Egredere o noſtrum jubar ! en! horrentia ferro 
Millia multa vocant : ingens clamore remugit 
Boſphorus, armorumque relucet fulgure cælum. 


7 


ExARSIT victor monitis, excuſſus amoris 
Torpor abit, rurſumque animus fremit impiger 
arma. | Te 
* Sic bellator equus, quem mollis inertia pugnæ 
Detinet oblitum, per paſcua læta vagantes 
Inter equas, mulcetque ſolutum blanda cupido, 
Arma crepent ſi forte, tube vel acuta ſonet vox, 
Igne referveſcit ſolito, tremit, arrigit aures; 
Scintillant oculi : reſonant hinnitibus arva. 


Rex 
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Onor de P arme vincito ſia tolto &c. 
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e Who purpled Streams with Grecian Blood, 

«© whoſe Balls, | 
« Wing'd with red Lightning, overturn their 

EL uy 

« He pines, his Arms to fond "TI opes, 
e And blaſts the bladed Harveſt of our Hopes, 
To female Blandiſhments an abject Slave: 
Aretheſe the Mandates,which our Prophet gave ? 
Play'd thus thy Fathers ? Doſt thou thus extend 
The Faith through Perils, and with Arms defend? 
Ariſe, ſhake off the lazyYoke at laſt, 
Again conſpicuous, as in Trials paſt, 
Shine forth ourSun: Lo! many Thouſands wield 
Their flaſhing Blades, and call thee to the Field: 
Broad Boſphorus reſounds with loud Alarms, 
And Heav n reflects the Brazen Blaze of Arms. 


Tux Victor kindled at his Words : he drove 
Quick from his Breaſt the Lethargy of Love : 
Again the Senſe of riſing Fame returns, | 

He glows for Arms, and all the Hero burns. 
The Warrior-horſe, whom pamper dEaſe detains, 
Thus wantons, heedleſs of his paſt Campains, 
With Fillies, friſking through the joyful Fields: 
But if the claſhing of conflifting Shields, 
Or clanging Trumpet martial Heat inſpire, 
He pants, re-kindles with his uſual Fire, 
Erect his Ears: keen flaſh his vivid Eyes, 
The neighing Plains reverberate his Cries. 


THe 
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| Rex breviter : quum lux reſerarit craſtina 
| cælum, 
Agmina, dic, c6eant inſtructis cuncta maniplis, 
Atque forum repleant : folium ſublime locetur; 
Ipſe adero, et vanos pellam ratione timores. 
Dixerat : Ille, avidus tacita dulcedine, magni 
Imperioſa ducis properans mandata faceſſit. 


Pos r ERA cæruleos fluctus Aurora reliquit, 


Pallidaque emergens extinxit ſidera Titan, 
Quum tuba clara canit: tunc agmina denſa 


coire 
r 55 
Ductores volitant, auroque oſtroque decori : - 
Pondere terra gemit ; 436% Gnmmatque £0- 
ruſcat 
Enea lux, longoque illuftrat fulgure cælum: 
Mille tremunt vexilla, finuſque ad flamina pan- 
dunt 
Purpureos ; curve diſcurrunt acre lunz. 
Stat circum inſtructus miles, pacataque vibrat 
Tela manu: tremuli ferrum fatale per auras 
Luce fluit ; dum turba fremens movet ordine 
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Tak Monarch briefly : When To-morrow's 

Dawn, / 
Reveals the Sky, bid all our Troops be drawn, 
In Files array d, and fill a ſpacious Ring, 

A lofty Throne be ſeated for your King: 
We too ſhall there be preſent with our Peers, 
And quell with Reaſon your il|-founded Fears, 
He faid : His Delegate with ſecret Glee 
Speeds to perform the Monarch's dread Decree. 


AURORA now forſook her azure Bed, 

Pale from the Sun the faded Planets fled. 

Loud Sounds the Trumpet: You might then 
ſurvey 

The thicken'd Troops, in regular Array 

Aſſembled, fill the ſpacious Ring: With Gold 

And Purple deck d, the gallant Leaders bold, 

On bitted Steeds in graceful Order long 

Figh-mounted, proudly prance, and traverſe 

through the Throng ; 

Earth groans beneath : Through Domes and 
Temples beams 

A brazen Light, and wide the Skies inflames. 

A thouſand Standards tremble, and diſplay 

Their waving Creſcents to the Breezes gay. 

The Soldier muſters on the grand: Parade, 

And brandiſhes his late pacific Blade: 

The fatal Steel emits a quiv'ring Glance, 

In wedgy Ranks the noiſy Bands advance: 


So 
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Qualis ubi primum jubar extulit ætherius ſol 

Mane novo, ſummum leviter quum flamina 
ſtringunt 

Oceanum, criſpantur aquæ; mox tollitur altum 

Magna mole furens; albentibus æquora ſpumis 

Horreſcunt, liquidique tonant ad littora montes. 


INcERT I, quæ cauſa vocat, quidve inſtet 


agendum, 

Suſpenſis dubitantanimis, quæruntque, paventque, 
Erecti ad ſtrepitus vanos: quin corpore vaſto 
Pulſaque, et impellens obſtantes turba viciſſim, 
Fluctuat huc illuc, varioque revolvitur æſtu. 


Asr ubi cum * Princeps clangore tuba- 
rum 

Arduus ingreditur, multoque fatellite cinctus; 
Huc omnes tendunt, oculiſque et mentibus he- 
rent. 
Haud ſecus alma Ceres, gravidis que nutat a- 
Collis apricus ubi, aut, felix uligine, campus 
Semina læta fovet, dum veſpertinus oberrat 
Aer, nec certo variantur cardine venti, 


Huc 
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So when the Bride-groom Sun with radiant Eye 
Burſts from the Chambers of the Matin Sky, 
And gentle Gales o'er Ocean lightly ſweep, 
With curling Surface ſmiles the glafly deep; 
But ſoon it ſwells with mad tumultuous Roar, 
The foaming Billows chafe, and thunder & to 
the Shore. 


| UNCERTAIN they, what urgent Cauſe hadled 
The Forces forth, what Action to be ſped, 
Bewilder'd guels, enquire, yet dread to know, . 
Rous'd by vain Clamours and a fancy'd Foe. 
Hence waves the Multitude from Side to Side, 
Juſtled, and juſtling with alternate Tide. 


Bur when the Monarch, uſher'd. by. the 
Sound 
Of Trampen hoarſe, and girt with Guards 
around, | 
Aloft Approaches, ſmitten with Amaze, 
All tend to him, on him attentive gaze, 
So where ſome ſunny Hill, or mellow Plain, 
Enrich'd with Ooze, fecundifies the Grain 
Of parent Seed, while Evening Air a-drift 
Floats, and the Winds with doubtful Eddy ſhift 
To various Points ; boon Ceres, nodding low 
With bearded Burden, as the Breezes blow 
Inconſtant, wavers with each veering Blaſt ; 
But if keen Eurus, Zephyr mild at laſt, 
= 


Or 
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Huc levis atque illuc fluitat, qua ſpiritus urget 
Mobilis ; at dubio fi tandem regnet Olympo 
Eurusve, Zephyrusve, aut imbribus humidus 
Auſter, 

Hæc ſequitur facilis victorem; neee 


Flectit, et unanimi procumbit mel gta. 


ExcELSUM in medio ſolium ſupereminet, 
amplis 
Porrectum ſpatiis, multoque inflernituroſtro. 
Confidet hic ingens Victor, fimul inclyta regum 


3 3 cut ſplendida murice et 
auro, 


Veſti et inſignis gemmarum luce coruſcat ; 
At velo caput abdiderat vultusque decoros. 
Tum vers cecidit ſonus omnis, ut alta filet nox 


Jam media, et lethi lentos mentita ſopores. 
Horrendus tandem manifeſt4 voce, tyrannus 


surgentem effudit turbati pectoris zftum. 


Avvpivi, nec me latuerunt murmura veſira 


Infanique, viri, queſtus ; me nempe prioris 


—— me, 7 gan nay 
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Or warmer Auſter, moiſt with frequent Show ra, 
Alone exert his elemental Pow'rs, 


The buxom Crop the Regent's breath attends, 
And all its golden Heads obſequious bends. 


Hin in the Center ſtood a ſtately Throne 
Extenfive, ample, and with purple ſhone: 
Here fat the Monarch, and the peerleſs Dame, 


Deriv'd from Kings of long illuſtrious Name, 


Byzantian Fair, whoſe flowing Garments blaze 
With Die Sidonian, labour'd Gold and Rays 
Of liquid Gems: but ſhe with modeſt Grace 
Had veil'd the Beauties of her lovely Face. 

All Noiſe was huſh'd, and mute was ev'ry 
Breath, | 

As Midnight dosd, deep counterfeit of Death : 
Then after pauſe the Prince aloud expreſs'd 


The riſing Tempeſt of his boiling Breaſt. 


Your Murmurs, Warriors, your ſuſpicious 
Fears, . 

And wild Complaints have reach'd my wound- 

ed Ears, 

That I, forgetful of my former Fame, 

Apoſtate languiſh with a baſer Flame. 

Are theſe, ungrateful, the Rewards ye bring? 


And is it thus ye W 


Me 
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Scilicet hæc merui? me ficcine noſtis, iniqua 
Pectora, qui totum laceravi cædibus orbem 
Chriſticolam, qui tantum everti e ſedibus imis 
Imperium? Ecquando me ſegnem, aut forte 
morantem, 5 
Vel cupidum vitæ, tranquilla ac tuta ſequentem 
Vidiſtis, dum pugna fuit? Vos teſtor, ut ultro 
Incendentem alios, medioque in turbine belli 
Pulvere conſperſum, multoque cruore rubentem. 
Quis fluvios trannare ferox, quis mœnia primus 
Scandere per denſos hoſtes, per tela, per ignes, 
Stridenteſque globos, et ſæva tonnitrua ferro, 
Atque triumphantes muris infigere lunas? 
Hzc mea laus, quid enim fileam, quod _ 
quod ſol 
Teſtatur, quod adhuc in ——— fcatrix 
Nec quiſquam gladio fuit hoc inſtructor i&tu, 


Cxs8Avr, 
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Me, who have Ruin on Confuſion hurl'd, 
And with vaſtSlaughter rent theChriſtianWorld? 
Me, who could ſuch aſpreading Empire ſpurn, 
And from her fix'd Foundations overturn ? 
When have ye ſeen me, while the Battle rag'd, 
Slothful or laggard, where the brave engag'd ? 
When baſely flying from the ſanguine Strife, 


Purſuing Eaſe and ignominious Life? 
_ Witneſs yourſelves, with what heroic Might 
I kindled others to the dubiaus Fight, 


Amid the Whirlwind of the War all o'er 
Defil'd with duſty Clouds, and red with reek- 
ing Gore. 
Who dar'd to ſtem the River's rapid Fall ? 
Who firſt affail'd to ſcale the lofty Wall, 
Through Darts, through Flames of thick op- 
poſing Pow'rs, 
And hiffing Balls of Lead, and rending Show'rs 
Of Iron Hail, and on the Ramparts raiſe 
Our Moonstriumphant? This, be this myPraiſe ; 
For why ſhould I the purchas'd Honour ſhun ? 
Why not reveal what Greece, what yonder Sun, 
And what more glorious Monuments atteſt, 
Theſe Wounds, not few, recordedon my Breaſt? 
Nor bolder Arm than this was known to wield 
The Sword of Action in the martial Field, 
Nor, ever dextrous for the fatal Blow, 
Difſpatch'd more ſpirits to the Shades below. 


D 3 I ypavs'd, 
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- Es, fateor ; belli vox rauca — 
Conticuit; dedimus nos corpora feſſa quieti. 
2 rerum 
Aut animum ladis, aut membra fovere ſopore? 
Nec venit in Mentem, quz fit ſors aſpera vitz 
Mortalis, quam feſſa malis, infractaque poſcat 
Alternas mens ægra vices ac dulce levamen. 


Ixsur zx audite, atque animis mea figite 
dicta: 

Rex ſum, non titulos jactans et inania ſceptra ; 
Haud veſtrum eſt igitur ſcrutari condita Regis 
Pectora, ſed tanquam præſenti numine fleti, 
Et voltus horrere ſacros, nutuſque vereri: 
Obſequũ vobis contingit gloria; fas eſt 
Imperi nobis; lex nobis unica velle. 
Mors premit invitos: qui muſſat, proditor eſto. 


Qvis tamen admiſi facinus ? quæ tanta per- 

1 

(Ut loquar ex æquo) quid enim? male cautus 
amabam ; 

Eſto: novum crimen vos primi fingitis. Ergo 

Rex, juvenis, victor nunquam fine crimine a- 

__—  _ 

Nil mos, nil leges, pietas nil tale profantur. 

: Iesx 
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Iravs', I grant: The Diſſonance of War 
Was huſh'd a little, and we breath'd ſo far: 
But is it Shame ſo many Toils to cloſe, 
Amuſe the Mind, and give the Limbs repoſe ? 
Reflect ye not, how wretched is the State 
Of mortal Life; how preſs d beneath a Weight 
Of galling Ills, the Soul demands allays 
Of balmy Peace, and Intervals of Eaſe. 


Moreover hear, and let my Words remain 
Fix'd in your Minds : I am a King, not vain 
Of titled Pomp and ſcepter ; 'tis your Part 
Never to dive into your Monarch's Heart, 
But dread, as bending to a preſent God, 
His facred Looks, revere his awful Nod : 
Obedience is your Pride, our claim divine 
eme Dominion, and our Will our Line: 
Let inftant Death unwilling Slaves convince, 
Each murmur is Rebellion to their Prince. 


Bur fay what Fault, what hainous Crime 

have! 
(To ſpeak on equal Terms) committed? Why? 
I lov'd incautious ; grant it: firſt ye feign 
A novel Crime, and of that Crime complain. 
Shall then a Monarch in his youthful Prime, 
A Victor never love without a Crime? 
Our Cuſtoms, Laws and Piety profeſs 


No ſuch Reſtraints, ſuch Rigour in Exceſs. 
— 
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Irskx Mahummedes, qui ſancta oracula cælo 

Deduxit, puramque fidem mortalibus ægris, 
Divinus vates, poſt duri prælia martis 
Otia fœmineo vacuus conſumpſit amore. 
Quid pretii ſperet ſuper ignea ſidera virtus? 
Quem ſequimur finem ? perfunctis munere vitz, 
Egregiis deus ipſe viris quz dona rependet ? 
Scilicet inſignes præſtanti corpore nymphas, 
Atque immortali florentes vere juventæ, 
Halantes per agros,ad aquarum murmura blanda, 
Concentus inter volucrum, viridante fub umbra 
Carpere perpetua ſemper nova gaudia flamm3. 


Hy jus aterroris (me fi tamen abſtulit error) 
Compede qua teneor: quanquam ſint ferrea vobis 
Corda quidem, faciles tamen ignoſcetis amanti, 
Cernentes faciem, quæ me pulcherrima vicit, 
Auroræ ſimilem, et certantia lumina ſtellis. 


: Aſpicite 
22 EO W.. 
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Oun s Chic, who from the focred ies 

From Heav'n reveal'd his Oracles divine, 

And wholeſome Faith to fickly Souls, from Arms 

Releas'd, enjoy'd his Paradiſe of Charms 

In Holidays of Ecſtacy. What Prize 

Can Virtue hope above the ſtarry Skies? 

What End purſue we? What proportion'd 
Meeds 

Shall God confer on Heros for their Deeds ? 


Through — Meadows, by the Murmurs 


* 
Of woodland Warblers, under verdant — 
To ſport in Dalliance with angelic Maids 
Of perfect Form incomparable, gay, 
And fluſh'd with Beauty's ever-blooming May, 
To live, to roll in raptur'd Love's Abyſs, 

And with freſh Flames imbibe immortal Rliſs. 


Bur of this Error know the cauſe, the Source 

( ſuch an Error could miſguide my Courſe) 

Bound as I am and to a Captive Dame, 

Vour Hearts, tho ſteely, muſt abſolve my Flame; 

When ye behold that Face, divinely fair, 

Which ſoft-ſubdu'd me with attractive Air, 

That Face, which ſpeaks her Daughter of the 

Skies, 

With ruby Lips and Star- enamell d Eyes: 

Ob- 


A 2 2 n 2 2 * 
3 — 


Hac fatus, velum detraxit ab ore puellz ; 
Eminus illa ſtetit, clari ſub luce videnda. , 
Qualis ubi, ſpiſſã dudum fol conditus umbri, 
Aureus emergit, tandem caligine pulſa, 
Splendidior : ridet diffuſo numine czlum, 
Ingentemque globum lætanti lumine veſtit. 
Non aliter, poſito velamine, regia proles 
Extulit os roſeum, ſolioque refulſit ab alto. 
Attonitæ ſtupuere acies, 1 — 
2 3 
Atque genas, diva dignas, ac lactea colla, 
Perque humeros niveos et eburnea pectora, leni 


In nx, repentino quum primum erepta ſtupore 


Libera mens redüt, tollunt ad fidera plauſus 
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Obſerve her graceful Port, her Front ſublime, 
And then arraign, if poſſible, my Crime. 


Hr faid, and ſudden from her Face withdrew 
The Veil; the ſtood expos'd to public View, 
As when the golden Sun, whom late the Shrowd 
Of Darkneſs mantled, from the burſtedCloud 
Emerges brighter; with a lucid Robe _. 
Smile the broad Skies, and gladden all the Globe. 
The Nymph unveil'd thus eminently ſhone, 
With roſy Cheeks refulgent from her Throne. 
The raviſh'd Bands, aſtoniſh'd with Surpriſe, 
Inſatiate gazing, feaſt their eager Eyes, 

And filent run enamour'd o'er her Face, 
What Face! Adorn'd with what Majeſtic Grace! 
Her dimpled Checks, which might a Goddeſs 


deck, 
With living Purple pure, her milky Neck, 
And raven Locks, which * as ak 
| preſs'd 7 
Her Snowy Shoulders, and her IV ry Breaſt. 


Bur when their Minds, with dumb Amaze 
intent, VVent, 
At length were free to give their Thoughts a 
They loud extoll her Beauties, and declare 
The Treſpaſs venial for a Form ſo fair. 


Hs 
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ſpexit, 

Terribiles volyens oculos; tum luridus atris 
Infidiis, iriſque ferox, dextraque loquaci 
Murmura compeſcens, torvo fic edidit ore: 
Ore omnes: talem quis princeps abnuat? illam 
Victricem quis non agnoſceret? æthere vates 
Ipſe ingens avidis vix talem amplectitur ulnis. 
Es, fateor, mihi jure tuo cariſſima, voltu 
Æmula czlicolis, animi neque dotibus impar, 
Irene, mea lux, regum certiſſima proles : 
Non folis radii, non vitæ carior ipſe 
Spiritus hic, non, qui nutrit præcordia, ſanguis: 
Gloria, et invidia tandem laus bellica major: 
Nec frangent molles animum, ne fingite, curæ. 
Quid quod amem? tamen et Rex ſum, Bellator 

cet Heros. 


| ConsT1T1T, atque diu trux agmina circum- 
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He ſtands, he pauſes, round him as they riſe, 
Surveys the Troops, and rolls his baleful Eyes, 
Then grim with Looks, which viſably preſage 
Deep, dark Deceits, then impotent of Rage, 
And awing with his Hand their Murmurs loud, 
The turbid Tyrant thus addreſs d the Croud. 
Enough ! Enough : Your Suffrages at large, 
Acquit your Monarch of the fabled Charge : 
P 
Who would not own the Conqueſts of her Eyes? 
The mighty Prophet, crown d with Bliſs above, 
Scarce ſuch Embraces in the Folds of Love. 
I muſt confeſs, you rule withgut Controul, 
The juſt Dominion of my ſhackled Soul, 
In outward Graces, n 
A Match for Maidens of MT, 
Divine Irene, Luſtre of my Days, 
Netdawer ao che Sul's al-chonbay Rays, 
The Breath of Life not dearer, nor the Blood; 
Which warms this Frame with Heart-reviving 
But Glory yet is dearer than thoſe Rays, 
Than Life itſelf ; more precious is the Praiſe 
Of warlike Worth eſtabliſh'd ; nor ſhall Reſt, 
Or Love, unman the Purpoſe of my Breaſt. 
What though I love? I ſtill ſuſtain my Part, 
The King's, the Warrior's, and the Hero's Heart, 


And 


Ga Wen —_ 


Forſan amantem ætas imbellem haud poſters 
Fracta meas r 


Ecce incenſa ruunt run , 


— r 


Qurx hee accipite et veſtrum cognoſcite 
Regem: 


Audebit quicunque meos reprendere amores, 
Immemorem carpens fame, luxuque ſolutum, 


Quid cars pro laude geram, quid vindice dextr4, 


Molior, — ea ECT 


Hino-a 45 ge an, pq gar = 
auras, 
Torquet, et obliquo deſcendit turbidus tu 
In collum Irenes: Humeris caput illicet almis 
Exilit abſciſſum, rapiturque volubile tractu : 


. 


. 
. % © 
, 
. 
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And late Poſterity may haply tell, 

I bravely triumph'd, though I lov'd fo well. 
Again ſhall Greece, beneath my Rage oppreſt, 
And impious Rome, proud Tyrant of the Weſt, 
Lament their Fates: Lo! wrapt in Ruin round, 
Her blazing Temples tumble to the Ground; 
Croſſes profane, and Houſhold Stuff, as vile, 
6⸗ e177 GENT AFI0S Pile. 


* 


Bur hear my Words, and fly kaow your 
Kin | 
mae ils wth Pinidimce t6 fs 
My licens'd Loves, or vilify my Name 
As loft, abandon'd and eſtrang d from Fame, 
Let him behold what I ſhall undertake 
For Praiſe, dear Praiſe's everlaſting Sake, 
What Fate atchieve with this avengeful Hand, 
All mark, and tremble at my dread Command. 


He aid, unſheath d, and rapidly diſplayd 
Aloft his flaming, unrelenting Blade, 
Then with oblique inevitable Blow 
Deſcends tempeſtuous on that Neck of Snow, 
trene's Neck : Faſt from her Shoulders fair 
Bounds the diſſever d Head, and whirls in Air; 
The widow'd Trunk, gaſh'd with diſhoneſt 


Pom 
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Torrentem, et vitam pariter cum ſanguine fundit 
Luctantem. Subito cadis, heu! Pulcherima 


dudum 
Nympharum, vitreis nequicquam ornata tro- 


Regis amor regnique comes fine limite, dextra, 
Qua minime decuit, ſævæ data victima famæ. 
Felix, ſi ſancto jacuiſſes fida pudori, 
Nobiliore rogo, patriis immerſa ruinis, 

Nec tibi barbarici placuiſſent Fœdera lect ! 


CALEsTEs illi fœdos jam ſanguine voltus, 


Attoniti, exangueſque metu: Labefacta per oſſa 
Horror it. Siluere diu: mox undique triſtis 
rn gemites, 6 


Casi zus inflecti * ine acerbis, 

| Horruit ipſe ferox crudeli cæde tyrannus, 

Et, furis oduſque ſui pariterque ſuorum 
Commotus, refugit viſum, intolerabile viſum. 


Mox 


Pallenteſque genas, extinctaque lumine cernunt 
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From rilling Channels with convulſive Strife, 
Quick diſembogues the purple Tide of Life. 
O lately faireſt of the Female Train, 
With brittle Trophies dignify d in vain ! 
A Monarch's Mate in abſolute Command, 
Alas! Thou falleſt by that faithleſs Hand, 
That Hand, which leaſt ſhould violate thy Frame, 
A woful Victim to barbarian Fame 
Happy, hadſt thou prefer'd a nobler Buſt, 
Thy Country's Ruins for thy Virgin Duſt, 
Nor, by the Lure of lewd Ambition led, 
Eſpous d the Bondage of a Turki/h Bed 


THAT heav'nly Viſage, now withGore defil'd_ 
Thoſe roſy Cheeks, in which the Graces ſmil d, 
Clay-cold and pale, thoſe viſual Orbs of Light 
They view now ſet in everlaſting Night. 
| Fear blanch'd their Looks, and through their 

Boſoms chill'd, 
And Limbs relax d a ſudden Horror thrill d : 
Speechleſs they ſtood, then burſted piteous 
Moans, | [into Groans, 


Wide through the deep Defiles, and lengthen d 


| FIERCE as he was, untouch'd with human 
Woes, 


The bloody Tyrant felt ſome inward Throes ; 
He loathes himſelf and them with equal Spite, 


And ſtarts abhorrent from the ſhocking Sight. 
E Bur 
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Mox fame redit ardor atrox, irzque tu- 
meſcunt 
Ultrices ; in bella viros rapit, intonat armis 
Horrificis. Aſiæ everſz poſt fata ſupremum 
Europe occaſum, ſævaſque minatur habenas. 


Ste malefidus amor brutique cupidinis ignis 


In fumum et cineres abeunt, aaa 


Ambitio, — reckne pots 
(Quid ſibi plus vellet regnandi vaſta cupido ?) 
Per ſcelerum ſeriem et fictum pietatis honorem, 
Ulterius ruit, et ſitit inſatiabilis æquor 


Sanguineum, martemque trucem, ſtragemque 


nefandam. 


1 


» 


» | 


Irene: AlvHiſtorical Poem. 6) 


Bur ſoon the Guſt of rabid Fame recoils, 
The ſwelling Tide of Wrath revengeful Boils. 
He rouſes, hurries legionary Swarms 
To War, and Thunders with horrific Arms. 
Fair Afa cruſh'd, he threatens Europe's Chains, 
Her final Fall, and arbitrary Reins. 


Tnus faithleſs Love and Flames of brutalLuſt, 
Flit into Smoke, and moulder into Duſt, 
Portending Death, while Triumphs gild the 

Scene, 


Like blazing Comets in a Sky ſerene. 


Though lull'd on Beauty's downy Lap, returns 
Ambition's Fever, and intenſer burns. 

At length (whatmore would Tyranny require ?) 
Pofleſt of Empire, and its full Defire ; 
Through Crimes, atrocious in ſucceſſive Rounds, 


And Zeal bely'd, it overleaps all Bounds, 


And Thirſts inſatiate for a purple Main 


Of Blood, wide-waſting War, and Mountains 


of the Slain. 


The E N D. 


* 


